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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Sight is fading in her dim old eyes. 

Yes, she feels herself in all things growing, 

On her groaning knees she sinks down, glowing. 

As in a lamp's little flicker showing, 

The vast face of God begins to rise. 



EVENING 

By Georg Heym 

The crimson day is steeped in Tyrian dyes; 

The stream runs white, washed with a fabulous glaze. 

A sail: one with the flying vessel, flies 

The skipper's silhouette, black on the blaze. 

On every island autumn's forests lift 

Their ruddy heads where space spreads wide her wings. 

From dark defiles low leafy murmurs drift — 

Of woodland's music soft as cithern strings. 

With outpoured darkness now the east is soaked, 
Like blue wine from an urn that careless hands 
Have broken. And afar, in mourning cloaked, 
Tall night on shadowy buskins mutely stands. 

HOMER 

By Albert Ehrenstein 

I sang the songs of red revenge, 

And I sang the stillness of wood-shadowed waters. 
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Translated by B. Deutsch and A. Yarmolinsky 

But no one companioned me — 

Rigid, lonely, 

As the locust sings to itself, 

To myself I sang my song. 

Now my steps vanish, grown faint 

In the sands of lassitude. 

For weariness my eyes are failing me, 

I am tired of comfortless fords, 

Of sea-crossing, of girls, of streets; 

At the gulf's edge I do not remember 

The shields and the spears. 

Blown upon by birches, 

By winds overshadowed, 

I fall asleep to the sound of a harp 

Whose music 

Joyfully drips from under another's fingers. 

I do not stir, 

For all thoughts and all acts 

Trouble the limpid eyes of the world. 

ROCOCO 

By Richard Schaukal 
Heavy draperies, stiff and silvergrey; 
Busts of gods, that stare forth vacantly 
From blind eyes; rich convoluted clocks; 
Porcelain figures droll in shepherds' smocks, 
Set on gilt-legged tables, marble-topped; 
Ebon cats whose green eyes, never dropped, 
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